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The homeless I met back in 2015 
around Beyoglu had a lifestyle 
similar to an underpaid 
communist village. They started 
drinking in the morning, and kept 
filling their bellies till they passed 
out. With the first lights of the 
morning, bottles met lips again. 
Alcohol wasn't the only thing they 
shared, friendship, love and 
affection was there as well. 

They had lost their homes, they 
were cast out by the rest of the 
civilized world, yet their humanity 
was still there for the most part. 

They lived fast. Most of them had 
short lives as homeless. Some of 
them were buried in the potter's 
field. Their former families showed 
up for some of them. 

Only the memories remain now. 

This collection tells the stories 
of the homeless who once dwelt 
in the nooks and crannies of 
Beyoglu, one of the most crowded 
places in the whole world and 
where time flies sevenfold. 



PORTRAITS of the 

HOMELESS 


NAME: GONUL 
AGE: 63/DECEASED 
ABODE: GEZI PARK 

















Throughout the history, Beyoglu has been the home of many a homeless and 
adventurer, outcasts. 

When Goniil first arrived in Beyoglu in 1970, Turkish Film Industry (Ye§ilgam) 
was dominated by the erotica and pornography craze. Unwillingly, she took 
part in such a film and the shadow cast on her fortune never left. 

Living in the streets, she got beaten, insulted, harrassed and raped many 
times but she never lost her smile. 

She had come to Beyoglu hoping to become an actress, introducing herself 
as an actress to the ones she met. With such persistence, most of the days 
she could be found strolling through the streets of Ye§ilgam. 

Her last act took place in an abandoned building, and the bird’s life tragically 
came to an end. Curtains closed, without a farewell... 

Going through the photos of her, it strikes to the viewer that she was alone 
even among crowds but the bitter smile on her face was her lasting act that 
carried unspoken burden of the lives of many. 






PORTRAITS of the 

HOMELESS 


NAME: KAZIM 

AGE: 64 

ABODE: GEZI PARK 





























Kazim took up the guitar pretty early on in his life 
and never actually put it down. He was sixteen 
when he hit the road for the first time. His free 
spirit and bohemian perspective made it easier 
for him to get paid gigs at bars and clubs and so. 
When he felt like he's doing okay, he'd married 
to a woman he loved, but that ended up not so well. 

In the nineties it became hard for him to find a place 
to play at so he picked up his guitar and started 
playing and singing on the street. He quickly became 
a hot fuzz just because there wasn't anyone else 
playing in the streets of Beyoglu back in the day. 

When he first started living in the streets, him and 
Goniil were like sweethearts. Until Pinar arrived. 
Despite Pinar's early departure, Kazim started living 
with two women but this was not very welcome by the 
other homeless men. It was thought that he was livin' 
off of what little the women made. 

According to Kazim, "Jazz" is the holiest of the holy if 
we're talking about music. He says "Jazz is like 
forgetting everything you know of, starting from 
blank and then growing wings to fly." 

Goniil and Pinar are dead. Nowadays, Kazim walks 
alone ignoring Yiiksel and others most of the time. 



PORTRAITS of the 

HOMELESS 


NAME: PINAR 
AGE: 44/LOST 
ABODE: GEZI PARK 
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One day, Pinar and Kazim went 
and disappeared on others. Where 
they went, what they did, nobody 
seems to know even the half of it. 


When Kazim came back, he came 
back alone. There was no word of 
Pinar, he was all hush-hush 
about what had happened. 


It was known that Pinar had 
spent some time in a mental 
hospital once, people just 
assume it has something 
to do with her illness. 



PORTRAITS of the 

HOMELESS 


NAME: HAKKI 
AGE: 74/DECEASED 
ABODE: GEZI PARK 























"What is there to tell? I was a shepherd 
back in my village, I came here and now 
I'm back at herding." he said once, 
pointing at the other vagrants. He was 
old and overweight. He drank a lot. 

Years had passed since he left his village 
and he'd loved to blabber about his love 
affairs from back then. He had a flute 
that he didn't play. 

When I first met him, he was grumpy 
as hell. But he came a long way. Lost his 
fiery moods. Goniil and him had made 
close friends. More like Goniil was taking 
care of him. He hated when it rained. 

His muscles had given out, he couldn't 
even leave Gezi Park. 

After Goniil had lost her life in a fire that 
broke out in an abandoned building, 
Hakki moved on to a sports center 
facilitated for the homeless and the 
needy. It was midwinter. I heard that he 
didn't see spring that year. 


PORTRAITS of the 

HOMELESS 


NAME: YUKSEL 
AGE: 53 
ABODE: ATM 
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He starts a fight, gets beaten, delivers a few from time to time but never gives up. 
Despite the short-temper and testy character, his inner child is well nurtured and 
kept away from the crowd. You can get a glimpse of this kid when he breaks a smile 
out of nowhere and invokes the verses of Bukowski's Blue Bird. 

Her mother was fifteen when she gave birth to him. He was fourteen when he 
committed his first crime. Unfortunate family environment, his father's early death, 
the unwanted step-dad and a forced marriage made him submit to alcohol. 

□n a dreary night he fell off a cliff and he had to close-up his shop where he did 
the ironing of the neighbourhood's working class. His health took a deep dive and 
his job and family life followed soon after. He took a bad decision and left his wife 
and his two-year old son by themselves. 

Now he makes the dark alleys of Beyoglu his home, reciting the poems of famous 
poets. He tells none about how he came to know of such poems, and he gets off 
drinking counterfeit vodka. When he couldn't get his hands on cheap drinks, he 
has watered-down cologne to openly share with just about anyone. 

In 2015, Yiiksel was the first homeless that I met. Dozens of vagrant have lost their 
cheap lives but he is still alive today, carrying on with his misery, all by himself 
in the streets of Beyoglu... 







PORTRAITS of the 

HOMELESS 


NAME: CENGIZ 
AGE: 44 

ABODE: STREETS 







fcjug^P: 



















This wild cat has been particularly naughty in the recent years. Made it to the 
prison and out a few times during his years as a vagrant. 

One night, he told me his story bursting into tears all of a sudden. He had 
had a newspaper stand until about he’s forty. He was secretly gay and had 
no one supporting him around. One day, his bigger brother walked in on him 
when he was with a twenty something year old young man. After this, he had 
ran away from home and came to Beyoglu. 

Recently, he found himself behind bars because of wounding another. 


PORTRAITS of the 

HOMELESS 


NAME: KADIR 
AGE: 57/DECEASED 

ABODE: ATM 
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Kadir, his friends called him "Cuckoo Kadir" 

There were two of 'em, the other was "Cuckoo 
11 

Omer". Kadir was upset all the time. 


He couldn't figure out how or when he made 
a mistake. He had committed murder once, 
found himself in prison. After he got released, 
none of his three sons wanted him. He called 
them, told them he had nowhere to go to. 

They didn't want him. Was it because of the 
murder? Nobody knew, never told me why. 


He was this sulking man crouching in a 
corner somewhere, his head between his 
hands as if he's thinking "What am I doing 
here?". Never considered himself a homeless 
Never seen him happy. 


□ne day, he got hospitalized. Somewhile 
later I called one of his sons, told me his 
father had cancer, he said it wasn't news 
for him and Kadir is dead now. 
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PORTRAITS of the 


NAME: OMER 
AGE: 55/LOST 
ABODE: STREETS 



















break point! 

break point 









His daughter was a public prosecutor. He used to tell that he was 
a runaway. He had money, and he openly shared it, didn't matter 
to him with whom. He had a childlike generosity. He was merry 
as can be. Tiniest mishap hurt him inside, yet he spread joy 
whenever he could. 

He was a straight-A student till the end of high school. After that 
he found himself in politic riots, so his father sent him to Sivas, 
his village. He had become a shepherd there, and had had a 
marriage. He had raised his daughter and got her educated well. 

□ne day, his village home had gotten the better of him, so he had 
left everything and came to Beyoglu, to the streets that house 
countless vagrants and outcasts... 

He had a dog, his loyal friend that guarded him with everything 
it had. No stranger was able to get close to him without his say so. 

□ne night, he left this place as he came, without a word. 
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